PATCHWORK                                        "A"
... I might have known that the tiger would not
be overlooked.
Exactly whence he came I cannot be sure. I did
not see him till he was in the middle of the dried
stream bed in the bottom of the nullah.
Exquisite, he came, indifferent, neither striding
nor lolling, moving neither fast nor slowly. He
came majestically down from the ridge . . . utterly,
utterly alone.
A hundred beaters had disturbed his midday
rest; not improbably, I thought, he knew already
that before him, as well as behind him, were his
enemies, yet he did not deign to turn his head. His
pride, his strength, his careless and yet restrained
indifference, were among the loveliest things that I
have ever seen.
When he was almost opposite to us, almost
exactly between the first stations upon either side, he
lifted his head and smelled the evil thing that had
come into his kingdom; but he disdained it still, and
walked on.
Alone, and with the genius of royalty, he came
level with us. I was with him, down there in the
bottom of the nullah, my thoughts of the Civil
Surgeon and his wife, my knowledge of our
dispositions, I was using these things only from, his